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Summary: Demyxlives in a world where it's basically a crime to have an inhuman power. In fear of being caught, his 
family moves to a completely new town where he meets people out of the ordinary. Turns out they're just like him - they 
each have an unique power. *Full summary in chapter one. 


*Chapter 1*: Chapter 1 


Demyxlives in a world where it's basically a crime to have an inhuman power. In fear of being caught, his family moves 
to a completely new town where he meets people out of the ordinary. Turns out theyre just like him - they each have an 
unique power. Butit's a dangerous and risky thing to let others know of your power or to get caught using it when the 
government threatens to lock up anyone proven to have a power. Demyx and his new friends are going to have to trust 
each other as they attempt not to get caught by the government. 


New start, another chance, new start, another chance. The words rang through Demyx's head as he walked down the 
street. They were the same words his mother told him multiple times during their move to town. Now that they were 
settled in the new house in an entirely new town, it was time for his first day of school. His mother gave him the same 
speech she did every time they moved somewhere new, don't worry about standing out, make new friends, be yourself, 
and don't use your powers. 


He had no problem with the other things, mostly he just had trouble using his powers around others. Itwas one of the 
reasons his familyhas moved so much. His powers have been seen by others before and he's been lucky to not actually 
get caught. No one figured out it was him and no one would once they moved. If he got caught using his powers he'd be 
taken away. 


People with powers were seen as inhuman, unnatural. Itwas almost a crime to have a power. Anyone who is seen with 
one is taken almostimmediately to an excluded building run by the government. From then on you're to live there until 
classified safe for the outside world. The staff took awful care of those with powers — atleast from what Demyx has 
heard of it. He's even heard rumors saying scientists are allowed to experiment on them. The last thing he wanted was 
to get taken away. 


Lostin thought, the blonde hardly realized he was nearing his new school until a few other teenagers pushed passed 
him to get through the gates. He paused in his steps and looked up at the building before slowly making his way to it. 
First he needed to find the office to get his schedule and textbooks. 


He walked across the campus, the distance from the gates to the front doors actually not much but his nerves making it 
seem bigger. He could feel the eyes of other students. It was after all the middle of the school year, no doubt he stuck out 
easily. Pushing the doors open and stepping inside, Demyxlet out a small sigh of relief. There were only a few other 
students in here — not too many to make him feel uncomfortable. 


Glancing around the room briefly, the blonde made his way to one of the desks with a woman sitting behind it. Upon his 
arrival she glanced up and offered assistance. Demyx quickly told her that he was new and needed his schedule and 
books, giving his name when asked for it. "Here you go," she said and handed him a piece of paper from a filing drawer. 
"To get your books go on and wait by that door," she told him and gestured to a closed door. "I'll call for someone to let 
you in and help find what you need." 


"Thank you," Demyx murmured before stepping away from the desk and going to wait by the door. He didn't have to wait 
long until one of the students in the office came to his side, taking a key given by the staff member to unlock the door. 
The student barely glanced at Demyx before pushing the door open and going into the room. Demyx followed, letting the 
door fall closed behind him. The room was small, the walls lined with shelves that held neatly organized textbooks. 
There weren't any windows and the other boy turned the light on once the door was closed. 


"Let me see your schedule," the boy said and held his hand out. Demyx quickly handed his schedule to him and watched 
as he looked it over before moving to the shelves. Unsure of what to do, Demyx remained by the door, his eyes 
wandering the room until they fell back on the other boy. Ahabit he had was eyeing — nearly staring at— people he just 
met and this boy was no exception. Thanks to his sexuality, Demyx tended to look at other boys longer than he did girls. 


Demyx continued to eye the other boy as he came back to him and handed him a couple books. He moved to take them, 
but wasn't focused on holding them as much as he was looking at the boy's face now that he was actually facing Demyx. 
Once the other's grip on the books was gone, they instancing slipped through Demyx's fingers and fell to the floor. 


The books never hit the floor though. Acting on instinct Demyx quickly stopped the gravity's pull on the books, making 
them stop inches above the floor. Realizing what he did, the blonde quickly released his hold on the books and let them 
fall the last few inches to the floor. He didn't know whether or not the other boy noticed what he did — he hoped he didn't 
seeing as he had stepped away and didn't look at the falling books. Instead he was looking at Demyx. 


"Careful," was all he said before turning to get the rest of the blonde's books. As he did so, Demyx kneeled down to pick 
up the fallen books off the floor. He busied himself with putting them in his bag before taking the rest from the other and 


doing the same with them. 
"So, what's your name?" Demyxasked as he was given back his schedule. 


"I'd tell you ifit was important, which right now it isn't," he answered, walking past the blonde to the door. He pulled it 
open, pausing in his steps to say, "Make sure to turn the light off," before stepping out of the room and letting the door fall 
behind him. 


Sighing, Demyx fixed his bag on his shoulder and went to the door, stopping to turn the light switch off. Back in the office 
he momentarily considered following the other boy and try again to talk, but decided against since it seemed the other 
didn't care to talk to him. That and he was unable to see him sight. He made move to walk back out the office door, but 
was Stopped as the woman he spoke to before came up to him. 


"Here dear," she said and handed him a thick spiral notebook with the words ‘student handbook' on the cover. "This is 
for you. You can keep a nice schedule and notes in it. There's also a map of the campus justin case," she said witha 
smile before walking back to her desk. With that said, Demyx looked over the handbook before opening it, easily finding 
said map on one of the first few pages. 


It was actually two pages — both sides of one — to show both floors of the school. It showed each room labeled with their 
numbers and titles such as office and cafeteria/gym. The map even included the outside of the campus, displaying 
sitting areas for breaks and lunch as well as the fields and running tracks. Suddenly the bell rang and Demyx checked 
his schedule before looking back at the map and finding the room he needed to go to first. 


The map actually came in handy, more so than Demyx thought. It was better than getting lost and having to stop and ask 
someone for help throughout the day. Though when lunch came around he was ata loss of what to do. He quickly got in 
the lunch line and got his food, but after that was when he slowed down. It was a typical thing for everyone in a school to 
have their usual spots during lunch, Demyxjust didn't want to bother anyone with accidentally taking a spot where he 
may not be welcomed. 


He started to the back of the room, stepping away from the lines and crowds of others to where he saw a mostly empty 
table. Arriving at the table he sat down furthest away from anyone else. Notlong after he sat down, another teen picked 
up his tray and moved from his seat to sit across the blonde. 


"You know, it makes it more obvious that you're new if you distant yourself," the teen said and reached his hand across 
the table. "Name's Axel." 


"Demyx," the blonde said in turn and took the other's hand. 

"So are you new to town or just the school?" Axel asked, taking his hand back to use his plastic fork to poke at his food. 
"The town, my family just moved," Demyx answered. 

The redhead nodded before saying, "Let me see your handbook," and putting his hand back out, waiting for said book. 


Demyx slowly took his bag and opened it, pulling out the handbook he had been given earlier that day. He handed it to 
the other and watched as he opened it to the map of campus. "What are you doing?" he asked as Axel took a pen from 
his own bag. 


"| hope you don't mind, but pretty much everyone marks off spots on their maps," the redhead explained, using his pen to 
circle something on the page. "Spots that theyre at most during breaks and such. It's kind ofa universal thing here. 
Circling spots that you may be can help someone return the handbook to you if it's found lost. It also helps to highlight 
your classes and make a daily route." With that he turned the page to the other side and circle two more spots before 
handing it back to the blonde. 


"Those are where you can find me if you ever need or want to," he said as Demyx looked over the red inked circles along 
the map. 


Nodding, Demyx closed his handbook and moved to put it back in his bag. "Thanks," he said as he did so. Turning back 
to his food on the table he saw Axel standing up, picking up his own food with him. 


"| can show you around a little if you'd like," he offered. "You can bring your food too," he said and started to step away 
from the table. Demyx nodded once more, this time more to himself, as he grabbed his tray and stood, making his way 
to catch up with the redhead. If this was a chance to start fora friend then he wasn't going to let the chance slide. He 
watched Axel discard of his food and put aside his tray before doing the same, except taking the small chicken sandwich 


first. He could go without the rest of the food. 


He took a small bite as he followed Axel out of the cafeteria and outside where crowds of students stood around. Across 
campus near another building the cement rose into steps, giving some seating for students along with the few tables in 
front of the steps. On both the left and right sides of the campus were two metal structures that provided shade and 
covered more tables underneath. 


"Okay, we actually don't have much time until the bell rings," Axel mused as he led the blonde through crowds of others. 
"What's your next class?" he asked and glanced over his shoulder. 


Demyx quickly pulled out his schedule from his pocket and unfolded it to check. "Gym class," he answered and stuffed 
the paper back into his pocket. 


"Hey, that's perfect, me too," the redhead replied with an amused smirked. 


Axel managed to show Demyx some of the campus — they weren't allowed to go in the buildings during lunch — before 
the bell rung. Since they both had gym next the redhead showed Demyx where the locker rooms were. Inside the locker 
room Demyx was pulled aside from the teacher while Axel weaved through the others to get to his locker. 


With the teacher, Demyx was taken to the small connected office. He was told to leave his things in the office until the 
teacher was able to give him a locker and lock with a combination — which according to the teacher would take until 
tomorrow at least. Demyx was then asked his clothing size and when given, was handed used but clean gym clothes 
from a student before him. The blonde quickly changed, clumsily folding his clothes and putting them with his bag before 
leaving the locker room. 


Once outside he found Axel waiting near the door for him. Seeing that he was dressed and ready, the redhead walked 
away, taking Demyx to where the class was to go. He led him to the black concrete basketball courts, one far court where 
their class was gathering. There were bleachers lined along the edge of the courts, against the fence, and some 
students satalong the bottom seats. 


Notlong after Axel and Demyx joined the rest of the class, their teacher came out along with the last few students and 
called for them to stand in lines. Axel pulled the blonde along with him as everyone else situated themselves into lines of 
ten like the teacher preferred. He didn't care what order his students were in, just as long as they were doing what they 
should. Four students remained by the bleachers and as the teacher took his clipboard to silently take roll, he spared 
them a glance before sighing and marking them present. 


Demyx looked back at the bleachers and at the remaining students there. Ablonde girl was seated on a lowest seat, a 
boy lying on the floor near her feet but a good distance away, notat all seeming to mind the concrete below him as he 
used his hands to rest under his head. Off to the right and a bit higher up the bleachers seated two more boys, one a 
blonde the other a brunette. They were seated close together and Demyx wondered if they were brothers or a couple. He 
wanted to bet on the former option, given that the two looked alike. 


The blonde's attention was ripped away from the four as the teacher started to call out exercise instructions. When they 
were done with the warm-ups, the class was given the options to either play basketball, soccer, or do laps. The class 
quickly broke up into groups as people met up with their friends to decide on what to do for the class. Demyx remained in 
his spot, his eyes back on the students by the bleachers, mostly the boy on the floor. 


"Axel," he said, stopping the redhead from asking what the blonde wanted to do. "What's that boy's name?" 


At the blonde's question, Axel followed to where his eyes were looking. "Zexion," the redhead answered, quietly as to not 
call said boy's attention but loud enough for Demyx to hear. "Why do you want to know his name?" 


"Just curious," Demyx said. "That and he didn't tell me when | asked. Are those his friends?" he asked looking over the 
other three. The girl had a notebook in her lap, a pencil in hand while the two other boys seemed to be talking to each 
other for only them to hear. 


"| highly doubt it," Axel said and moved to go get a basketball, deciding that was what they were going to do. 
"Why do you say that?" the blonde questioned, following the other. 


"Theyre all outcasts ," the redhead told him, picking a ball from the cart and bouncing it. "Now before you argue, let me 
explain," he said, cutting Demyx off as he started to say that that wasn't nice. "They all refuse to talk or interact with 
anyone else unless it deemed necessary. With that said, I've never once seen any of them around who | would call their 


friend." 
"Who are the other three? And why do they outcast themselves?" Demyx asked, glancing back at the small group. 


"No one knows for sure why. As for the other three, the girl's Namine and the other two Sora and Roxas. The boys are 
twins and are basically always at each other's side when given the chance," he explained and when he looked up from 
where he was bouncing the basketball in place to Demyx saw the blonde walking away. "Where are you going?" he 
called out but got no reply as the blonde kept walking away. 


Zexion sighed to himself, his eyes focused on a cloud above him. He had seen what the blonde had done when he 
dropped the books, he knew he had used a power of sorts. He wasn't sure what it was exactly, yet he decided to pick it 
up and try to figure it out. He should have waited, waited for the blonde to use it again in a more clear way, but he knew 
that chance may never come. He had the power showed to him and took it with his own, not even knowing what it was 
exactly. 


Whathe did know was that it has to do with controlling an object's movement. He tried to use it on the cloud, but even as 
it moved through the sky he had no clue whether or not it was him or the light wind. All the other clouds were moving if 
you looked close enough — he doubted he was the cause of the one cloud's slight movement. 


At the sound of something light hit the concrete, Zexion glanced to his side to see it was a pencil that had fallen. He knew 
Namine was using it, he wasn't oblivious, figuring that she must have dropped it. After hitting the floor, the pencil started 
rolling and he took that chance. Focusing now on the pencil, he tried to will it so that it kept rolling. It had already been 
coming his wayso he kept it coming until stopping it before it could hit his side. Pleased with what he had done, Zexion 
pushed himself up from the ground to a sitting position. He picked up the pencil and handed it up to the girl, who in turn 
slowly took it with a small shy smile. 


She didn't seem aware that he had manipulated the pencil's movementat all as she went back to her notebook. 


That was a good thing. Now Zexion knew what the blonde's power had given him the ability to do and he now had a clue 
on how to use it. He could use it, he was sure of that. This power seemed much more reliable and useful than the others 
he's picked up before. He already had ways of how he could use it running through his head as he remained seated on 
the floor. His attention was taken away from his thoughts as he noticed someone walk pass him to sit down not far from 
Namine, enough room between them to talk to her but give her enough space. 


He was used to being around Namine, the girl nice quiet company even though they never once spoke to each other. He 
was even used to Sora and Roxas hanging in the background. He was used to the three because they were always here 
during gym class. This was where they all decided to be during the class, not caring that the others were near. They 
never tried to talk to him and they were all content with being alone, with the exception of the twins being together. He 
was sure they each felt the same about being used to having the others around and he was sure the same thing was 
going through their heads when a newcomer came over to sit by Namine. 


‘What does he want?' 


Zexion easily recognized him as the blonde he had been told to help in the office - Demyxif he was correct, having 
looked at the blonde's schedule which included his name. Namine had stopped whatever she had been doing in her 
notebook and the twins had stopped murmuring to each other, their eyes now all on Demyx. 


Itwas an odd thing. Even though the four of them weren't friends, having never spoken to each other unless they had to, 
they were the same in ways. They were all observers — wallflowers. The twins always stood off to the side, their eyes 
following people as they spoke only to themselves. Namine kept to herself, always in her notebooks. Zexion found 
himself watching people as he sat alone. He always kept an eye out for anyone using a power in any way. 


Yet despite that, they acted as if they were all part of something — as if they could be a group of friends. They knew each 
other's boundaries. They knew not to attempt at conversation even though they saw that each other was off and alone. 
They knew when too close was — they each knew each other's personal space limits. And right now they all knew that 
Demyx was lingering near Namine's personal space. 


They were all in odd synch the moment Demyx seated himself. Namine, having stopped her writing or doodles or 
whatever, moved her arms to cover the pages of her notebook. Sora and Roxas both stopped talking, though Zexion 
never heard them to begin with. He could tell from the way they held themselves that they didn't want to risk being heard 
by the blonde. Even Zexion found himself a bit tense with Demyx near. They had all put their guards up the moment 
Demyx sat down, not daring to do anything but keep their eyes on him, as if he was the one who didn't belong. 


Zexion knew Namine wasn't going to speak and he doubted either of the twins would from their seats. He wasn't going 
to talk either. There was nothing to say. Though there was something they all wanted to say. Please leave.’ 


Demyx was turned with his attention to Namine. "Hi," he said giving the shy girl a smile. She didn't say anything back. 
Instead she just kept on staring at the blonde, her fingers playing at the ends of the sleeves of her cardigan. It wasn't 
cold out but the light wind cooled the slight heat. Zexion himself had a black sweatshirt hanging off his shoulders, but 
that was mostly because he was more comfortable with it on. He only wore it with his gym clothes, hating the short 
sleeved shirt and blue gym shorts. It gave him some comfort. "Aren't you hotin that?" the blonde asked, turning his 
attention from Namine to Zexion seeing that he wasn't getting a response from her. 


"No," Zexion answered. If Demyx came to talk he wasn't going to get much more than that. Looking pass the blonde he 
noticed the twins' attention change and he glanced to where they were looking now to see a redhead he knew as Axel 
coming towards them. 


"Demyx, what are you doing?" the redhead questioned, coming to a stop not far from Zexion. 
The blonde gave a shrug. "| don't know. Just wanted to come sayhi," he said. 


"Well come on, there's no use in talking to them," Axel replied, not even sparing a glance to any of the others. "I told you, 
theyre all outcasts, so don't bother." With that, Demyx stood up from his seat and the redhead made move to walk away 
but stopped as Zexion stood up as well, his eyes set on Axel. "What do you want?" Axel asked in a bored tone, looking 
down atthe shorter boy before him. 


Zexion knew he was going to regret his next move, but he was still going to do it. He's heard plenty of what other 
students had to say about him and the others who did outcast themselves. He's been called an unwanted and worthless 
orphan, a nameless person given that he had no middle or last name. He's heard people call Namine a sad and broken 
little girl, call Sora and Roxas creepy and incest twins because they were so close. The others no doubt have also heard 
these things about themselves — and people wonder why they continue to stay away from every. 


"Still have nothing to say?" Axel mocked and before he could turn away, Zexion forced himself to call back and remember 
the super strength power he had picked up nearlya year and a half ago. He grabbed one of the redhead's arms, pulling 
him back in place. The redhead gave him a questioning look as he stood there confused, making it even easier. His 
side was open to attack and before thinking completely Zexion took the chance to kick the redhead there. It caught Axel 
off guard and once he recovered from the hit reached forward, grabbing the smaller boy's arm harshly. "Alright, if it's fight 
you want then you can have it." 


Featured powers: 
Demyx-— Telekinesis: The ability to move objects ata distance by mental power or other nonphysical means. 


Zexion — Power Mimicry: To adsorb another's power while leaving it intact for the other. The power must be used in order 
to mimic it and can be adsorbed without the user's acknowledgment. Depending on the mimic's skill, various powers 
can be adsorbed and memorized, granting them to use it at will for any given chance. 


This ended up a lot longer than | originally intended, but I'm happy with how it came out. The storyisn't going to 
completely focus on Demyx- I'm gonna do my best with bringing other characters in as well as their own personal 
things. 


Anyway, reviews? 


*Chapter 2*: Chapter 2 


Zexion didn't remember much — that was his problem when getting into fights. Everything just blends together. He did 
remember hearing a gasp from Namine as Axel threw him to the concrete followed by light footsteps quickly fading away. 
He also remembered Axel hitting him — it could've been the redhead's fists, or his foot, but Zexion couldn't tell. Before the 
redhead could do too much damage to the smaller boy, a whistle was blown and the sound of their teacher's voice was 
heard yelling for Axel to stop. 


The redhead did, only once after throwing one more hit to the other's side. He stepped away from him as Zexion sat 
himself up, not bothering to stand as the teacher approached. He could feel the places where the redhead had hit the 
hardest, but he could care less. He's been in worse situations than a pity school fight. 


"What happened here?" the teacher questioned as he came to stand by them, eyeing the redhead for an answer. 


"What does it look like? We got in a fight," Axel nearly snapped back, some of his anger towards Zexion still lingering. 
"He started it though," he went on, trying his best not to sound like a child putting the blame on someone else to get out 
of trouble. 


"Is that true Zexion?" the man asked, turning his attention to the boy sitting on the ground. 


"Yes," Zexion answered knowing that he wouldn't be able to lie given the amount of other students who could easily tell 
the teacher otherwise. 


Their teacher sighed and grabbed a small pad of papers from his pocket along with a pen. "Both of you, detention. 
Zexion, to the office. Axel, walk laps for the rest of the period," he said, tearing off two identical detention slips and 
handing them to the two students. 


Axel took his, crinkling and crumbling itin his hand, sending a glare at the boy who had kicked him before starting the 
laps. Ignoring the redhead, Zexion took the detention slip and walked away to go to the office. He was already aware of 
what would happen — he'd be asked what happened and the orphanage would be called, then he'd be sent to the nurse 
to check for bruises or cuts. He's been in the situation before, only a few other times. 


At least he'd be given a chance to waste time rather than be in class, especially since he knew his next class had Axel in 
it and ifhe was going to be in detention with the redhead he wanted to spend less time with him than usual. He walked 
to the nurse's office as an office attendant picked up the phone to call the orphanage. Walking into the small room, he 
stood off to the side until the nurse gave him notice. Once she did it didn't take her long to come to his side and bring 
him further into the room, holding him gently by the arm as she took him to a chair. 


There weren't any other students in the office and often there wasn't. If he had to guess, Zexion would say he was one of 
the most frequent visitors to the nurse's office. He didn't care; itwas an excuse to be out of class and often one to go 
back to the orphanage if the damage was worse. 


The nurse obviously already knew what was wrong before asking as she got an icepack and wrapped it in a cloth before 
taking it to him. "What's the damage?" she asked, bending down to his height in the chair and offered the icepack that he 
gingerly took. Once that was out of her hand she raised it to gently touch at his cheekbone. Zexion flinched at the touch, 
guessing that he either had a bruise or cut there. 


"Probably a few bruises and cuts at most," he answered in a mutter, moving the icepack to hold against where he felt a 
bruise starting to form and ache on his side. 


He watched as the nurse grabbed a paper towel and made it damp with water from the sink. Coming back to his side 
she kneeled down and gently cleaned the cut on his cheek. "Doesn'tseem too bad," she replied with a smile. "I know 
you'll be able to manage." With that said she used the other side of the paper towel to wipe any water away before 
standing back up. "You can stay here and rest, but | can only allow half an hour," she said throwing the towel away. 


"| know, thank you," Zexion replied. He glanced at the clock and saw that once the half hour would be up it'd be the end of 
gym class and that the class would mostlikely be in the locker rooms again. Atleast he wouldn't have to bother with a 
locked door. With a sigh, he put his feet on the edge of his seat and adjusted the icepack on his side. 


As time went by, the icepack unfroze and eventually loss its coldness. Zexion gave it back to the nurse before getting up 
and leaving. The half hour had passed and he had to get back to his classes. He left the building the offices were in and 
headed for the locker rooms, seeing a few of his classmates already dressed again and walking to their next class. He 
ignored them as he walked into the locker room and to his locker. 


He entered the combination on the lock before pulling it open. With the locker open he quickly kicked his shoes off and 
undressed to change back into his clothes. He paused after changing his shorts for his pants and having taken off his 
shirt. Just like he predicted, a few small bruises were already showing where he was hit by Axel. By the looks of them 
and by how hard he was hit, he knew they'd continue to get worse soon. He knew — he's seen bruises on himself worse 
than these so he knew how they basically worked. 


Quickly putting his sweatshirt and gym shirtin the locker, Zexion pulled out his other shirt and put it on. As he bent over to 
pull his shoes back on, he eyed the small pocket on the front of his bag. Deciding to just go with the idea in his head, he 
grabbed his bag and shut the locker, closing the lock before standing up and walking out of the room. He started in the 
direction of his next class, but half way there turned and instead went to the place he went when ditching classes. 


He walked along the building before turning again, now behind the school where there was only a wired fence and an 
empty field stretching pass it. With the structure of the school, there was a small space made in the form of halfa 
rectangle by the walls — much like a typical window seat without the seat, or window. 


As he walked in the direction of that spot, Zexion pulled his backpack to open the front pocket and pull a small box out 
along with a sleek black lighter. He pulled a cigarette out of the box, flickering the lighter on to light it. Continuing walking, 
he stopped atthe spot he had been walking to, looking down at the boy already there. 


"| half expected to see you here," he muttered before putting the cigarette to his lips. 


The other boy looked up at him with a smirk. "Give me one," he replied, nodding to the cigarette. Zexion sighed and held 
out the box and lighter, letting the other take one from the boxand light it. As he did so he moved to sit against the wall 
opposite the other. "What happened to you?" the boy asked as he handed the lighter back, now noticing the cut on his 
friend's face. 


"| gotin a fight," Zexion answered, taking the small item and putting it back in his bag. "Well, actually more beaten than a 
fight. | still got detention. I'll be fine." 


"Yeah | know," the other said with a sigh, smoke passing his lips. "You're always fine. So how long will you be in 
detention?" 


"An hour," Zexion said, moving his feet to a more comfortable position, not caring that they were now intertwined with the 
other boy's feet and legs. He knew the other didn't care either given the small space they satin. Ifthe other wasn't there, 
Zexion could easily rest his feet on the opposite wall. Leaning in, he said, "Don't worry; I'll still be able to come with you. 

You'll just have to wait a little longer." 


"Guess | should go find something to do then," his friend replied, blowing more smoke into the air. Given the small 
space between them, Zexion inhaled the smoke, holding it before breathing it back out. The other smirked at his habit of 
purposely breathing others' smoke. "Unless you want me to stay," he said, leaning in with his elbow on his knees. 


"I'll see you later," Zexion replied, putting his cigarette back to his lips. He watched as his friend disappeared within a 
blink of an eye, the shadows he had sat in now empty. 


Axel easily noticed that ever gym class Zexion had not been in their shared classes. He wondered if the other boy had 
gone home since by the time it came for detention he still hadn't seen him. But he could care less about what he did. 
Sighing to himself, the redhead grabbed the door knob and pushed the door opened. He stopped in his tracks upon 
seeing the boy he had beaten during gym class sitting at one of the desks. He honestly didn't expect to see him after him 
not being in class or seen in any of the halls. 


He quickly regained himself and stepped into the room, closing the door behind him before walking to a desk furthest 
away from the other. The only other person in the classroom was their P.E. teacher. "Nice of you to join us," the teacher 
said. "I trust you two to behave while | take my leave to get work done," he said, standing up from his seat and walking to 
the door. He left the room, the click of the door closing the only sound in the room. 


The redhead couldn't help but think their teacher was an idiot for leaving two boys who had gotten in a fight earlier that 
same dayin a room alone. He gave the clock a glance, sighing by thinking how long the hour will go by, before looking at 
the other boy who seemed to be keeping his sight anywhere besides the redhead. 


"So where did you disappear to?" Axel asked as he leaned back in his chair. 


Zexion finally looked at the redhead since he came into the room. "I don't see why you need to know," he answered ina 
bored tone. He much rather not be speaking to Axel, but he was raised in the orphanage to always answer a direct 


question, speak only when spoken to, and ever since being taught those he's never seen reason to talk unless first 
addressed. He also never told more than what was asked — he could tell Axel that he hid behind the school for his 
remaining classes, but he didn't feel it necessary. 


"I'm curious, that's why | need to know. What did you do 'til now?" the redhead questioned. 


"Avoided any and all responsibilities " Zexion answered, sarcasm lingering in his voice. He crossed one arm over his 
chest and brought his thumb to his lips to chew on the nail, a bad habit he had yet to rid of. While what he said was 
somewhat true, he couldn't tell Axel that what he had actually been doing was taking advantage of his time alone to figure 
out and practice the power he picked up from their new classmate. He had finished off his first cigarette before tossing it 
to the ground beside his feet and getting another. Taking his lighter, he paused, remembering the power he recently 
picked up and using it on the lighter to light the new cigarette. He had managed to find things to practice on, eventually 
getting a hang of it. 


Thinking about it made him want yet another cigarette — his fingers and lips feeling lost without one. He could risk having 
one in the classroom, but didn't want to hear anything from the redhead about it. If he hadn't kicked the other in gym he 
knew he wouldn't be in detention now and instead would be out with his friend, able to freely smoke. The day was really 
turning into a rather bad one and Zexion wished he could just have it end, but he didn't have time control. That was hard 
to come by, especially since he couldn't be sure of when someone is using it. 


"No need to be rude," the redhead replied, picking up on the other's sarcasm. 
"Says the one who threw me on the ground and proceeded to beat me," the smaller boy retorted. 
"You're the one who started it by kicking me," Axel argued. 


"And you could have been the responsible one and left it at that," Zexion said, now facing the redhead to speak to him. "I 
don't see why you can'tjustleave us all alone." 


"Since when are you friends with them? You don't have a reason to be defending them." 


"I'm not friends with them, but that doesn't mean you can't expect me to atleast help them," Zexion replied, anger slipping 
into his voice. "I've heard what you've had to say about them, and I'm sure they have too. Just because we keep to 
ourselves gives you no reason to bully us. We keep to ourselves for a reason, and people like you don't make us want to 
associate with any of you given we already know what you think of us. And you don't even know us, yet still judge and 
bully us. If |remember correctly, you had outcast yourself too. You were no different." 


"That's not true," the redhead said. "| am different than you. | never was a complete freak like the rest of you and | went out 
and made friends, unlike what the rest of you seem to be doing. Do you even know whata friend is?" 


"Of course | do, and even if you refuse to believe it | happen to have one," the other defended. In the corner of his eye he 
could see a shadow shift and he knew it wasn't just the two of them anymore. Deciding to turn the tables back to Axel, he 
asked, "What even happened to those friends? Did they leave once they learned about your lack of control over your 
anger issues?" 


"| do not have anger," Axel started but cut himself off once realizing he was just proving the other correct as he was 
growing angry. 


"If you want to keep Demyxas a friend, then you may want to be careful. It also probably wasn't the best to beat up 
another boy in front of him on the first day of meeting him," he told him and noticed the redhead's eyes look away in 
thought. 


"Don't tell me what to do, I'm not going to listen to a little brat like you." 


"Again, you know nothing about me," Zexion replied, narrowing his eyes. "The person | show you here in school is 
nothing like who | really am." 


Featured powers: 
Zexion's friend — Shadow Manipulation: The ability to control shadows as well as hide or travel within one. 


I didn't put the name of Zexion's friend, because | want to see if anyone can guess who itis. Hint: I've never written him 
except for one short oneshot. 


A'so in reply to Ern Estine 13624: 
Riku will come in, but won't be a main character. Both he and Axel will have powers. 


Sorry for any typos. Reviews? 


*Chapter 3*: Chapter 3 


Arriving athome, Demyx sighed at finding the door locked. His parents had mentioned that they may not be home by the 
time he got out of school, but he had forgotten about that with the day he had. It wasn't entirely bad, but more eventful 
than he had imagined. He wasn't sure what he should say when his mother comes home and asks how his first day 
went. 


Getting the door unlocked, the blonde pushed it opened and closed it behind him, not caring how hard it closed since he 
was home alone. He walked up the stairs and to his room, dropping his backpack on his bedroom floor before lying 
down on his bed. He didn't want to do his homework, but knew he would have to later. His eyes wandered the room, 
seeing the remaining boxes left unpacked from the move. Though he knew his mother would disapprove of him not 
doing his homework, he knew she'd much appreciate if he finished unpacking seeing that she's been asking him to do it 
for a few days now. 


With another small sigh he pushed himself off the bed and went over to the nearest box. He kneeled down and opened 
it, pulling things out and setting them on the floor. Grabbing a few of them, Demyx stood up and walked around the room 
to put them where they belonged. While passing the TV, he pushed the button to turn it on. He listened to it as it started 
up and played whatever was on the current channel. 


His back to the TV, Demyx didn't pay it much attention as he unpacked and moved around his room. He mainlyjust 
turned it on for background noise while he focused on the thoughts in his head. His day running over and over in his 
head, he kept coming back to what happened in gym class. Demyx was thrown off by Axel's actions to start a fight, even if 
all Zexion had did was kick him. The blonde was starting to wonder if he should find someone else to try and be friends 
with. 


But that wasn't what was mostly bothering him — it was the fact that he hadn't done anything. He hated that he was so 
thrown off guard that he hadn't stepped in, hadn't even tried to pull the redhead off the other boy. Walking to the window in 
his room, Demyx pulled the curtain closed. Without walking to the light switch, he turned on the bedroom light as he sat 
back on his bed, using his telekinesis to finish his unpacking for him. 


The ravenette girl hummed to herself as she opened the fridge, her eyes scanning its contents before grabbing a can of 
soda. She closed the fridge and turned to leave the kitchen, stopping instantly in her tracks and stepping back only to hit 
the fridge with her back, her hands holding the soda tightly to her chest. Across the kitchen stood someone who had not 
been there before and she had not heard anyone walk in, butit wasn't an intruder. Itwas someone she actually knew 
and once realizing that she calmed. 


"Hi Zexion," she greeted with a small sigh as she stood away from the fridge to regain herself. 


"Hey Xion," he replied casually, as if he hadn't just scared the girl with his presence. "Where's your brother?" he asked 
idly as he took an apple from the fruit bowl on the counter he was leaning against. He already had an idea of where the 
girl's brother may be. 


"In his room," Xion answered. Zexion moved to leave but stopped as she spoke up again. "Are you two going out today?" 


"Yeah," Zexion said, pausing in the doorway to turn back to her. He already knew her next question. "I don't mind you 
coming along, but you should ask your brother, not me." 


Xion closed her mouth, having been cut off before she could even start speaking. "Are you sure you're not a mind 
reader?" she questioned, tilting her head. 


"I'm sure," he told her before walking out of the kitchen. He could hear her following behind as he walked down the hall to 
the bedroom she had said her brother was in. 


"Wait," Xion called from behind him, opening her soda with a small pop from the can. He stopped again and looked at 
her. "There's no way he'd let me go with you." 


"Then just persuade him," Zexion said. 
"He'll get mad at me if | do that, he always does," the girl muttered, taking a small sip. 


"Just do it, | promise he won't get mad," he told her. "Trust me," he added before she could argue and turned to continue 
down the hall. He could already hear the music from the other side of the door before even getting to it. Opening the door 
only made the music sound louder, but Zexion was used to it where as Xion winced and slowly entered the room. Zexion 


paid little attention to the boy on the bed, instead just walking to the closet. 


"About time you got here," Vanitas said, sitting up to turn the music playing from his bedside table down. "How was 
detention?" 


"Stupid," Zexion answered, pulling his shirt off in exchange for a different one. A majority of the closet was his friend's 

clothes, but he had some of his own things in there as well. The two were the same size in clothes so they often wore 
each other's things, Zexion doing more often than the other. Most of his clothes were just for school — plain jeans and 
shirts — and not actually being one for that clothing always came to his friend's house to change clothes before going 

anywhere else. He didn't have many things and a number of what he did have was here in his friend's room. 


"What did you get it for again?" the black haired teen asked as Zexion put on a black band tee that hung comfortably to 
his body. He didn't mind form fitting clothes, he actually preferred them over something loose. He was glad that Vanitas 
was the same. 


"A fight," Zexion replied, changing his plain jeans for a dark grey pair, also form fitting. 


"Right," Vanitas muttered, remembering what he had been told earlier that day. "If this continues we're gonna have to find 
you a healer to mimic." With that he got up from the bed, walking over to the other as he finished putting a belt on. Using 
one hand, the black haired teen pulled Zexion's shirt up to look at the bruises he had seen when the other was 
changing. "Yeah, you need a healer," he said before letting go of the shirt, leaving Zexion to pull it down and fixit. 


"I'm fine," he argued, but found it useless and sighed. He looked over to Xion who still stood near the door, having not 
been verbally acknowledged by her brother. He noticed her blushing slightly and smirked at knowing why. It only caused 
her to blush more and glare at him. Pushing that all aside, Zexion gave a small gesture to the third person in the room to 
remind her why she was there. 


"Oh, right," she said aloud, gaining her brother's attention. "Van, | was wondering if | could —" 
"No," he told her before she could finish. 

"You don't even know what! was going to ask," Xion pouted. 

"You want to come with us, don't you?" her brother asked, giving her a knowing look. 


"You're an open book to us," Zexion told her as he put an arm over her shoulders, his free hand going to rest near hers 
on the soda can. Moving his head to whisper he said, "Keep asking," before walking away to sit on the bed, slipping the 
drink out of her hands without her noticing. 


"Please, | want to go with you,” she begged, putting as much innocence in her voice as she could. "Please?" she asked, 
focusing her powers to ready to try and persuade him when she decided to. 


"Fine, you can come," he said and Xion unintentionally cheered before realizing her mistake. "Damn it Xion, stop doing 
that," her brother said angrily now knowing that he had been persuaded. 


"How do you know if it was her who did it?" Zexion called casually from the bed. Feeling both of the siblings' eyes on him 
he looked up and gave another smirk. He had picked up Xion's power a couple years back, when she had first started to 
use it herself, and yet the two were still unused to him using it. He's started fights between the two of them before, 
persuading Vanitas to say something and thinking that it was Xion until confessing. It was an enjoyable thing to do. And 
he didn't mind taking the blame for her. "Just let her come, there can't be any harm in it," he said before drinking the soda 
in hand. 


"Fine," Vanitas repeated with a sigh. 


"Thank you," Xion said happily, hugging her brother's arm before her attention went back to their friend. "Hey, that's my 
soda." 


"So | owe you a drink," Zexion said with a shrug. 


"Give it back," the girl demanded as she jumped onto the bed, reaching for the drink. Zexion just lean away and held it 
out of reach, unintentionally putting it in someone else's reach. 


"I'll take that," Vanitas told them, taking the can and downing the rest of the drink. "Now let's go." 


"Rigged dice," Vanitas said, holding one with his fingers and the other in his palm. "If we use these then we're sure to 
get some money." 


"Don't you think itll be obvious we're using rigged dice if we roll the same number each time?" Zexion questioned, 
crossing his arms. 


"I'll roll these and you," Vanitas started, reaching into his pocket for another pair of dice, "roll these," he said, handing 
them to the other. "We can easily get away with this. Now come on." With that he turned and made down the street, 
Zexion and Xion following close behind. 


Zexion put the dice he had been given in his pocket before pulling out a cigarette and lighter from the leather coat he took 
from Vanitas's room. He lit the cigarette, not caring if it bothered Xion since he knew she despised him and Vanitas 
smoking. Knowing well that she would be glaring at him, Zexion turned to her. "Don't get in my head," he told her. 


"Fine," Xion replied, having actually considered it fora moment, but she knew if she persuaded him in any way he'd get 
angry at her. That was one thing she never wanted, not after the first time. "I just wish you wouldn't smoke so much. It's 
not good." 


"Yeah, well | have bad news for you," Zexion said, blowing smoke in the air. "This is my third one today." 
"| bet you can't go a week without smoking," the girl stated almost harshly. 

"Good luck with that," Vanitas called back. 

"You too," Xion snapped at him. "You're not good about it either." 


"Okay, hold on," Zexion spoke up as he stopped walking, Xion doing the same beside him and Vanitas stopping a short 
moment once noticing them. "I'm not just going to hand over my cigarettes to you." 


"Fine then," Xion said, putting her hands on her hips. "We'll make a bet and if you lose then you have to stop smoking for 
a week." 


"You two can make your little bet later," the third of the group told them. "We're here so let's focus on the real bets." He 
gestured to the building behind him which appeared to be a house. Zexion had never been to the house before, but it 
seemed that his friend has judging by the way he so casually approached it. Vanitas had also mentioned having meta 
couple of men who were willing to make a few bets and gambles. He even admitted to spying in the shadows to find out 
if they were okay to be around or not and came to the conclusion that they were. 


"Let's just get this over with," Zexion said with a sigh, walking with the two to the front door. 


Demyx found that he had fallen asleep, probably from the amount of use of his telekinesis. Slowly, he sat back up and 
looked around. He had managed to do a good amount of unpacking and putting things away before falling asleep. There 
were still a few things left to do, but it could wait until after dinner he was sure. The TV and light were still on so he 
figured that no one had come home yet, otherwise they would have come in and turned them off for him. 


He looked to check the time and saw that actually not a lot of time had passed. It was only about three hours after he left 
school and got home, meaning he still had a couple hours until dinner. With all that happened on his first day he forgot 
when his parents were supposed to be home. Despite that he still knew that when they did get home theyre going to ask 
how his day went and he honestly didn't know which parts to tell them about. 


With a sigh, the blonde got himself off the bed. He took his backpack with him as he left his room, making sure to turn off 
both the TV and light. He went downstairs to the kitchen, setting his bag on the counter as he passed it, going to the 
fridge and cabinets to find something to make for a small snack while he did his homework. All the while still trying to 
figure out what he'll do or say the next day at school. 


Someone guessed correctly, and Zexion's friend that was in chapter two is Vanitas. Yay for guessing correctly! Anyway, 
so now he and Xion are in the story. 


| finally managed to finish this chapter after wanting to so badly because | really like these three as a trio of friends. Now 
it's finally out there and | can rest. 


Featured powers: 


Xion - Persuasion: The ability to slip into one's mind and persuade them to do or saysomething specific at the user's 
will. 


Reviews? 


*Chapter 4*: Chapter 4 


"Why the hell didn't you tell me that you already owed those guys money?" Zexion said angrilyas they walked away from 
the house. Apparently Vanitas had already gone and gambled, making him owe the others money he didn't have on him. 
As a last effort, he made an offer that if they could win the last match then they wouldn't have to pay the men back, but 
they ended up losing when one of the men finally called out their use of rigged dice. Now they owed the men more than 
before, and they were expecting it from both of them now. 


"Because | knew you'd get angry if | told you," Vanitas argued, lighting a cigarette. 


"| would have preferred if you told me so | would know what we were getting ourselves into," Zexion said, not caring if his 
voice was raising now. "| could have prevented this. Now we're in debt because of you. Again. We don't have the money 
or time to gamble and earn some to pay them back." 


"Relax, | can figure out a way to solve this," the other tried to reassure but it didn't work. Zexion knew him enough to know 
he was just trying to get them to stop arguing for the time being. They hardly argued, and when they did it usually was 
over something serious. And Vanitas knew that Zexion only argued and or fought if he was actually angry or upset about 
something. Their arguing always made Xion uncomfortable, when or if she happened to be around, but she was also 
often the one to end it. 


"By doing what?" Zexion snapped back at his best friend. "What are you going to —" 


"| have an idea!" Xion called, cutting him off as she caught up to them to stand between them. "Why not get jobs?" she 
asked, taking their arms with each of hers. "You two can be baristas. It can't be that hard," she went on before either of 
them could say anything. "That, and | believe Zexion owes me a drink," she added with a smile. 


Zexion looked away in thought, before looking back to Vanitas who only shrugged. "Alright, fine," he answered, earning a 
sound of happiness from the girl. 


Demyx wanted to talk to Zexion the next day at school, even if the other wouldn't want to talk to him. His only problem was 
that he had no clue as to where he could find the other, other than classes which didn't give him much time to go up to 
him and talk. He figured his best chance would be to talk to him during gym since it was the one place he knew where 
Zexion would be. 


After they were done with warm ups, Demyx left Axel's side, going to where the boy sat on the bleachers. He was further 
away from Namine than he was the day before, Demyx noticed as he walked pass the girl. When he came to where 
Zexion sat, he didn't bother by sitting down himself. He instead opted to stand a small distance away from the boy, 
making sure to give him his own space. 


Zexion looked up from his shadow on the ground — Vanitas wouldn't be in it anyway, Xion having taken him out to find 
them places to possibly work at— to whoever came over to him. He already had two guesses as to who it was, and one 
being proven correct when he saw Demyx standing there. 


"What do you want?" he asked, not caring if his tone came off rude. He was still slightly angry at his best friend for the day 
before. 


"| just wanted to say sorry," the blonde answered. "For the day before." 


"Why? What'd you do?" Zexion asked. As far as he was aware, Demyx wasn't the one to have beaten him or put him in 
debt yesterday, so he had no real reason to apologize. 


"| didn't do anything," Demyx said. Before Zexion could reply with something, the blonde went on. "And that's why I'm 
sorry. | didn'tdo anything to stop Axel from hurting you when | could and should have. | feel bad about that. So I'm sorry." 


Trying not to roll his eyes, Zexion ran a hand through his hair with a sigh. "Last time | checked," he started, looking back 
up at the blonde. "You're not responsible for taking care of me. I'm the one who started the entire thing. I'm more at fault 
than you." 


"That's true, but | could've done something to help, which is what | should've done." 


"What you should've done is just left me alone," Zexion said a bit too harshly than he meant to as he stood. "Maybe you 
should start," he said, taking a step back before turning to go to their teacher. Once there he told him that his bruises 
were starting to bother him. The teacher didn't hesitate to quickly write off a slip and send him to the nurse, which Zexion 


gladly did. 


Zexion spent the rest of the period in the nurse's office. His bruises did bother him, but it wasn't by much when he had 
asked the teacher if he could go to the nurse. So it wasn'ta complete lie. And he would admit that the icepack the nurse 
gave him felt nice. 


He was the only studentin the office at the time, which he was silently glad for. He had taken off his sweatshirt as to be 
more comfortable and give the icepack easier access to his bruises as he held it over his gym shirt. The nurse had left 
him alone and when the bell rang, she came back and took the icepack. She asked if she could check his bruises and 
cuts once more before sending him off to his next class, but he shrugged off her offer, claiming that he was fine. 


She left again after that and as he moved to pick up his sweatshirt, the door opened and he looked to see Namine 
coming in. She gently closed the door behind herself before turning to him. "Hi," she greeted quietly with shy smile. 


"Hey," Zexion replied, leaning back against the wall. 
"Can you keep a secret?" she asked slowly, equally as quiet as before. 


Zexion raised an eyebrow at that before teasingly asking, "Let me guess, you draw and or write porn in that notebook of 
yours." 


The girl gave a small light laugh at that, pink tinting her cheeks. "No, that's notit." 
"Bummer," he muttered. "But yeah, | can keep a secret. Why tell me though?" 


"Actually, it's more showing you something," Namine said, stepping forward into the room and away from the door. "May | 
see your bruises?" she asked, gesturing to his side. 


"Uh, yeah, sure," he answered, standing up and moving his shirt up enough to let her see. She moved her hand forward, 
coming close but hesitating to actually touch. "You can touch if you need to," he added, feeling as though she was 
waiting for some form of consent. 


At his words, she did, making sure to keep gentle. "How well is your pain tolerance?" she asked. 
"Pretty good | guess," Zexion answered with a small shrug. 


"Sit back down," she told him. As he did she kept her hand ghosting over his side and added, "Try not to make too much 
noise." 


Before he could ask why, a sharp pain shot up his side as her hand covered one bruise. His own hand holding his shirt 
let it go, moving instead to cover his mouth to muffle a cry of pain he wasn't ready to try and hold in. His other hand 
moved to grip the edge of the seat while he bent over slightly, the pain still in his side. He wanted to push Namine away, 
but found himself unable to move. 


Once the pain stopped, the girl's hand was instantly off of him as she stepped back. "I'm so sorry," she said, adjusting 
her bag on her shoulder as she took another step back. "Just please don't tell." 


Zexion looked up at her before moving his shirt and looking at his side, all signs of his bruises gone. He looked back up 
at the sound of the door falling closed and found himself alone again. He sighed, grabbing his sweatshirt again and 
putting it on. He couldn't change back into his regular clothes now — they spent too much time in the nurse's office and 
he was already going to be late for his next class. He'd have to get his bag though if he was going to his last two 
classes. 


Standing up, he decided he'd just skip them. 


He left the office, walking back to the locker rooms. They'd be empty and locked by now, but that never got in his way 
before. Shadows were on both sides of the door as well as under it, and once checking his surroundings and knocking 
to make sure it was emptyinside, Zexion used Vanitas's power he picked up years ago to get into the locker room. Going 
to his locker he spun the combination quickly but carefully, pulling it open and getting out his bag. 


Since the room was empty he quickly removed his sweatshirt, gym shirt, and gym shorts before putting on his other 
clothes. He put his gym clothes away and shut the locker, making sure to close the lock on the handle. Leaving the 
locker room, Zexion pulled out his phone and called Vanitas. 


"Hey, everything okay?" Vanitas asked after picking up rather quickly. 


Zexion knew why he had picked up quickly and why he asked if he was okay. One reason being that he was actually 
calling him instead of texting and the other being that he was calling in the middle of when he's supposed to be in class, 
which easily read that he was skipping, something he mostly only did when he was too upset about something to go to 
class. Vanitas knew him well enough to know that something was probably upsetting Zexion. 


"I'm fine," he half lied as he walked out of the school gates. "Just done with school for today. Where are you?" 
"Getting job applications at a coffee shop," Vanitas answered. "Well, Xion is. For us. How come?" 

"Mind if | stop at your place and change?" 

"Knock yourself out." 


"Thanks. Meet me at the ice cream parlor in an hour then," Zexion said, hanging up on his friend before pocketing his 
phone. With that he made his way to the other's house, letting himself in with the spare key he had been given, and 
changing his clothes for some of Vanitas's. Ithad taken about thirty minutes to walk to the house, giving him twenty 
minutes to meet the others at the parlor. 


The time passed quick enough and he easily found Vanitas and Xion waiting at a table inside. "There he is," Vanitas 
said as he sat down beside him. "What's up?" 


"Just needed a break and decided to leave school," Zexion answered, ignoring the disapproving look from Xion. 


"What do you two want?" the girl asked, standing up to go stand in line. They each gave her an answer before she 
walked off. 


"What exactly do you need a break from?" Vanitas asked, leaning back in his seat. 


"Axel," Zexion told him, knowing it was all he needed to say to let the other know. "And some new kid at school who 
keeps bothering me." 


"Bothering you how? Bothering you like bullying or?" he questioned, letting his voice trail off. 

"Bothering me as if he wants to be my friend," Zexion replied with slight annoyance. 

Vanitas simply smirked at that, leaning forward against the table. "How long have they been talking to you?" 
"Acouple days. He just transferred yesterday." 

"Let me guess, you've already put him down harshly, haven't you?" 


"During gym today, yeah," Zexion answered, taking his ice cream as Xion came back to the table. "But enough about that. 
| desperately need to get out tonight. How about it?" 


"Sure, I'm in, but on a school night for you?" Vanitas asked in turn. 

"| can skip tomorrow," he said with a shrug. "All | care about right now is getting a few drinks and a nice fuck." 
"With the bruises you have, | think not," Xion argued. 

"Right, about that. Theyre gone." 


"Gone? How can they be gone? You got them just yesterday," she pointed out as her brother reached over to pull 
Zexion's shirt up. 


"It's true though," he said slowly. "They're gone," he confirmed slightly confused. "How?" 


"Turns outa girl atschool is a healer," Zexion answered, lowering his voice. "But! wasn't able to pick it up," he said 
before either one of them could ask if he did. "| was in too much pain to even realize what was going on or to focus on 
mimicking it." 


Featured powers: 


Namine — Healing: The ability to heal wounds from as small as a cut to as big as a gash. The strength of the healing 
depends on the ability strength of the user. Healing is usually thought to be gentle and soothing, when in truth is actually 
a bit painful. The pain often ranges depending on the wound itself. 


Yay, Namine is finallyin the mix! Here are a few notes: Vanitas and Xion are both home schooled, some characters may 
have the ability to have more than two powers, Namine being one of them. | didn't want to leave her as just a healer. 
We're gonna leave here with Zexion and get back to him later in the next chapter. I'm not going to write what he and 
Vanitas plan to do for the night, but I'm sure some of you have an idea. I'll get to that in a later chapter. 


Anyway, reviews? 


*Chapter 5*: Chapter 5 


As she opened the front door, Namine found herself shaking. She knew that her going to heal Zexion could have been a 
mistake, a huge one at that, but another part of her felt that he wouldn't tell anyone. He didn't seem like someone to care 
if another had a power or one to go running to turn her into the government. Then again, she knew absolutely nothing 
about him. 


So when she didn't see him at all after their encounter in the nurse's office, she was worried he could be doing what she 
didn't want him to. Of course Namine knew he skipped classes often, but she couldn't help but worry. And she did not 
want her father to find out what she did, which she felt her shaking and visible worry may help give away. 


Luckily he was in his office when she got home. She slowly walked to the door and gently knocked, calling out, "I'm 
home," all the while hoping her voice won't give her away. It was all she needed to say at the moment, her father surely 
working on something important to be in his office, with the door closed. She just needed to let him know she was 
home. They could talk about their days over dinner, like they usually did. 


Not getting much of a reply from him, Namine adjusted her backpack before turning around to go to her bedroom. Her 
room wasn't exactly clean, nor was ita complete mess, but there were a few things where they shouldn't be. Setting her 
bag on her neatly made bed, she walked over to pick up a few pieces of clothing and put them away. It didn't take long to 
tidy up the room and when she was done she walked over to her desk, which was probably the one thing that couldn't 
remain clean and organized like the rest of her room. 


Her desktop was littered with art supplies. Both sketching and coloring pencils lied on either side of a notebook that was 
setin front of the chair. A few other notebooks sat piled on one side of the desk — where they should be was in one of the 
drawers, but they always found their way back out — all filled with pictures and writings. The one set with the pencils was 
just the one Namine was currently using, other than the one she took with her to school. 


Pages that she saw as important or confusing were torn out of their notebooks and pinned to the wall above her desk. 
There were currently multiple pages there, most of them overlapping the ones next to it. Namine stood looking them 
over, trying to figure something —anything — out from them. She got nothing, though that wasn't unexpected. Sighing, she 
moved aside her pencils and notebook to make room to do her homework. 


She managed to finish her homework justin time to go down and prepare dinner. It was just her and her father, so she 
didn't have to make too much food which meant that it didn't take long to make it either. Once it was ready she got two 
plates, putting the food on them before setting them down on the table where the two of them usually sat. Her father's 
plate was set at one of the end seats while her own was put atthe seat to the left of where he'd sit. 


After the table was set and the food ready, Namine went back to her father's office and knocked. "Dinner's ready," she 
called through the door. Stepping back she allowed a short minute for him to come out before going back to the kitchen 
to grab them each a glass. "Would you like water or milk?" she asked as she heard her father sit down at the table. 


"Water please," he answered. When she came and set down their glasses, he said a short, "Thank you," before taking 
his and taking a small sip. "How was your day?" he asked as he picked up his fork. 


Namine instantly tensed slightly before willing herself to relax. "Same as always," she lied, glad that her voice managed 
to remain casual even though she was still completely worried. 


Her worry went on the next day, when Zexion wasn't at school all morning. He was always at school even if skipping a 
class or two. There wasn'ta day she didn't see him there at some point, and she was wondering if this would be the first 
day he was actually completely absent. He had missed all morning classes and Namine was starting to expect him not 
to come to at all. 


Her expectations were proven wrong atlunch though. She was sitting against one of the walls of the cafeteria outside 
with her sketchbook resting against her knees. She was lazily sketching when she noticed someone sit down next to 
her. Asmall moment of panic passed through her before he turned to see it was Zexion, making her both relieved that he 
was at school and worried that he was sitting with her. 


They were both quiet until he let out a sigh. "Thanks for what you did," he said, not looking at her. "You could've warned 
me about the pain though." 


"I'm sorry," she nearly whispered. 


He looked over at her at her apology and she instantly noticed the tiredness in his eyes. "Your secrets safe with me," he 
reassured and she noticed that even his tone was tired. Despite not knowing him well, she felt like something was off. 


"And | figured since you shared your little secret with me, it's only fair to tell you mine," he went on. Before she could say 
that he didn't have to, he said, "You're not the only one." 


It caught her completely off guard. "You mean you also have one?" she asked quietly as to make sure no one around 
heard her. 


"Yep," he answered. The bell rang and he stood back up. "Time for gym," he said shouldering his bag. "Oh, and next time 
sit with your legs down. People can see your underwear," he added, walking pass her to the locker rooms. 


Namine quickly put her legs down and smoothed her skirt, her cheeks pink. She hadn't even realized how her skirt was 
while she had been worrying. 


Zexion was for once glad for gym class. It was the one class the teacher didn't expect him to take partin, so he took 
advantage of that to lie down in front of the bleachers. He had taken pain killers for his hangover and back, but they were 
wearing off and he could feel the slight ache coming back. He knew he shouldn't have gone out on a school night, but on 
one hand it was all completely worth it. 


He kept a good distance from Namine during class, leaving her to her notebook. Instead he decided to mess with Axel 
while continuing to practice on Demyx's power he mimicked. After warm-ups the two had gone to playa game of 
basketball with just themselves, which Zexion was glad for since it kept the blond from trying to talk to him and Axel 
completely away. He focused on the ball as the two played, making it so for each time the redhead tried to shoota 
basketit'd miss. 


He left Demyx's attempts alone, not caring to mess with him. The blond was actually doing well and it seemed to upset 
Axel the more he couldn't make a basket. Eventually the redhead tossed the ball to Demyx, walking over to sit against the 
pole of the basket they were using. Zexion was a bit disappointed that Axel decided to sit out, but figured he should stop 
himself too. 


The rest of gym class went on without much excitement. After a few minutes Demyx apparently talked Axel back in to 
playing basketball, but Zexion decided he was too tired to mess with the redhead again. He remained on the ground, 
resting one arm over his eyes to block the sun, the other resting on his stomach. He only got up when the teacher called 
for them to go back to the locker rooms and change. 


Zexion took his time, not at all in anyrush to get going. Taking off his sweatshirt and gym shirt, he didn't notice someone 
watching. He also didn't try to hide the fact that his bruises were just suddenly gone. As he put the clothes he just took off 
into his locker and moving to get his other shirt, most of the others were out of the locker room and waiting outside for 
the bell, except for a certain blond. 


"What happened to your bruises?" a voice asked as Zexion pulled his shirt down his chest. He looked over to see Demyx 
standing there. 


"They healed," he answered. 


"No way they healed that fast," Demyx tried to argue. "They were there yesterday and they looked pretty bad. Now theyre 
completely gone." 


"Good to know you check me out when | dress," Zexion replied sarcastically, pulling his gym shorts off, keeping his eyes 
on the blonde's as he bent down justa little. He smirked when Demyx blushed. 


"I, | don't," he stuttered, pulling his eyes away from the other's gaze. His eyes ended up looking at the black boy shorts 
the other had on before quickly looking away again, causing his blush to deepen slightly. "I've just been curious on to 
how badly hurt you were and | guess have been trying to look, but at your bruises though, not you," he tried to explain, 
adding the last part hesitantly. 


"Well they healed, and that's that," the smaller boy repeated, pulling on his pants. "I'm a fast healer," he lied. Even if what 
he said about his bruises healing on their own was true, his lie would've been obvious since the few cuts he had were 
still there. Demyx didn't seem to notice that though, and he was glad for it. "| see you're not listening to what | said 
yesterday," Zexion said, closing and locking his locker while picking up his bag. 


Demyx quickly thought back to what the other had told him in gym the day before, and having momentarily forgotten about 
it, found his mood changing from embarrassed to upset. "Oh, right," he muttered. "Forgot about that." 


Zexion made to just walk away, but found himself stopping. With a sigh he turned back to the blond. "I'm sure you're a 


great guy," he said, not sure what else to say. "But I'm not looking for friends right now." 
"Oh, alright," the blonde replied absently, disappointment evident. 


The disappointment stopped him from walking away, Zexion found. He didn't know why, he could care less about the 
other. Usually he'd be irritated with the blond, telling him harshly to go find someone else to be friends with — especially 
with the hangover and pain in his back he had to deal with the same morning. 


"Maybe once | have everything dealt with, then we'll see," he said, looking at Demyx over his shoulder and seeing him 
look back up, what looked like hope flashing in his eyes. Eyes that were actually a pretty shade of teal. Zexion quickly 
shook the thought off, turning to walk away, making sure not to stop again. He was starting to think he was still in his 
drunken state of the night before, but that couldn't be it. As much as he hated it, he was still craving the things from last 
night. Demyx just happened to be the one to almost fall victim to it. But Zexion wasn't drunk now and was smarter than 
that. 


Namine stood in front of her desk, her eyes looking over the pages of pictures and writings on the wall. Amajority of 
them were of the same thing — a story even she didn't completely know the details of. Her writing had plot holes and 
mostof the pictures weren't easy to make out, but there was something linking them together and she wanted to figure 
out what it was. 


Reaching forward, she pushed aside a paper to look over the ones behind it. She read over one and studied the picture 
beside it, but nothing was clicking. "What could it be?" she asked herself gently, not expecting an answer when she got 
one. 


"! think it's that new boy," a voice echoed in her head, one that wasn't hers and very familiar. 
She paused to think what boy the voice could be referring to before asking, "Do you mean Demyx?" 


"Him and all the others too,” the voice answered. Namine gently reached up and held the single pearl on her necklace, 
thinking who 'others' could possibly mean. "Just think about it, you know close to nothing about all of them, and ever 
since he showed up, things have been starting to change." 


"You are right about that," Namine said. "But who do you mean by others?" 


"lll let you figure that one out,"the voice replied before going completely silent. They were gone, but Namine felt she'd 
hear from them again soon. 


Featured powers: 


Voice in Namine's head — Possession: The ability to possess a person for any period of time. This power can be used 
both when the user is alive and passed away, except when dead, the user can possess and live on in an object of 
choice. If and when that objectis interacted with, the user has the ability to possess the other, communicate with them in 
their mind, or completely take over them and switch their places, all depending on how they choose to use their power. 
They can also — with practice — take form as a ghostlike figure of themselves for a limited amount of time. (In this case, 
Namine's necklace is the object the other is currently possessing) 


So we've gota little bit more Namine in the story, some development with Zexion and him being more open with those at 
school, some teasing in the locker room, and a new unknown character. I'm sure it'll be easy to guess who it could be 
though. 


Reviews? 


*Chapter 6*: Chapter 6 


Axel found himself seated at the dinner table, not entirely interested in what was on his plate, but even less interested 
with the conversation currently going on. His step-mother and step-sister were talking again about the possibilities of his 
sister's husband cheating. She had been suspicious for a while now, but yet to actually come to a conclusion. So with 
that she's been talking to mostly her mother about it, since her ex-husband had cheated and maybe she'd have some 
good advice. 


"What are some of the things concerning you?" her mother asked as she cuta piece of her food. 


"Well, whenever I'm home for the night he's always gone and | don't see him until morning," she answered. "And when | 
come home after a late shift, he always has the bed made with clean sheets. It just seems odd of him to do this all ofa 
sudden." 


"Maybe he's just wetting the bed," Axel said offhandedly while poking at his food with his fork. 

"You're disgusting," his step-sister replied, giving him an odd look. "Besides, that wouldn't explain everything else." 
"Larxene," her mother spoke up again. "Have you talked to him about this?" 

"I've tried," the blonde answered. "But he keeps finding ways to avoid actually talking." 

"Do you know where he goes when he's out late?" Axel's father asked from where he sat. 

"Not a clue," Larxene said. "And he rarely ever answers his phone anymore." 

"Then | don't see why you're still questioning this," Axel muttered. "What else could he be doing?" 


The blonde shot him a glare before turning back to her mother as she asked, "Have you found anything hinting to 
someone else being there? Jewelry, stray clothing, or anything else that could belong to someone else that was left 
behind?" 


"| haven't," she answered. "Not yet at least." 
"Well you shouldn't sit back and wait," her step-dad told her. "He'll keep cheating if not called out on it. Thatis if he is." 
"I's obvious that he is," Axel said under his breath. "I'm done eating," he said as he stood, taking his plate to the kitchen. 


He could hear his family continue talking about the topic, Larxene's mom asking about where her husband was tonight 
to which the blonde said she didn't know. Usually she'd be athome with him eating dinner, but ever since he started 
going out at night it left her in the house alone. With that she started coming over for dinner most of the time. 


Axel sighed as he cleaned off his plate in the kitchen. He and Larxene rarely got along when growing up, especially due 
to their age difference and fact that they were step siblings. But that didn't mean he didn't care for her to a certain point. At 
first he had thought she was just being paranoid when she said she thought her husband was cheating. Now she just 
seemed to be in denial as more facts pointed towards the answer she didn't want to hear. 


Leaving his plate in the sink, the redhead left the kitchen to go to his bedroom. Maybe he'd do some homework, maybe 
not. It wasn't too late, he could text Demyx and see if he was busy tomorrow. He personally had nothing to do if the blond 
was busy. That thought only made him realize that he was still an outcast himself. He was lucky for Demyx moving to 
town and coming to his school. Otherwise he'd still be without friends. 


"Okay, here's how it'll work," Xion said standing on the customer side of the counter. "You both give me your cigarettes, | 
hold onto them for the next week, and at the end of the week you each get one cigarette back — only if you manage to get 
through the week without smoking. Deal?" 


"We don't even geta last smoke?" Zexion asked as he stood at the register. It was only his day to work, Vanitas standing 
with Xion on the other side. Itwas also his first day on the job and it was going by slowly, onlya few customers coming 
in, some staying, and some taking their orders to go. 


"You smoked plenty yesterday," the girl stated and it was true. He had gone through a few cigarettes while at their house, 
having had a slightly rough day on Friday and simply smoking it away with Vanitas in the boy's room. Eventually he did 
fall asleep against Vanitas's shoulder at one point and the other had to take the cigarette he had in his hand. 


It's been since Thursday when he has last spoken with both Namine and Demyx. He was still confused with himself for 
both telling Namine of his own power and giving Demyx hopes of actually becoming his friend. Yesterday he had caught 
the blond male eying him, both during class and while in the locker room, and that alone occupied part of his mind. 


"What about shot gunning?" Vanitas questioned. "Technically its more secondhand smoke if you're not the one with the 
cigarette." 


"No smoking, at all. Deal?" she repeated. The two looked at each other in thought before complying and silently handing 
over their cigarettes. "Is that all?" 


"All of mine," Zexion answered as she looked the boxes over. "Feel free to pat me down if you want to double check," he 
added offhandedly, getting a blush from her. "Van has some more in his room though," he told her. "In his bedside 
tables, under the mattress, a few spare in the underside of his pillow case," he said, listing all the hiding places he knew 
of. 


"Hey, she doesn't need to know that," the other said, quickly cutting him off. 
"Well now she does. If | don't get to smoke then | don'tsee why you do." 


"Yeah Van, it's only fair," Xion said with a smile, obviously pleased with the information Zexion gave her. "And with that I'm 
gonna head home and clear the house of all cigarettes," she said, putting the ones they had given her into her bag and 
turning to leave. 


"Good luck," her brother called half heartedly as he leaned against the counter on his elbows, biting his thumbnail. 


"You know she's going to be scarred for life by whatever else she finds in your room, right?" Zexion questioned, only 
getting a shrug from his friend. He turned his attention to the door, watching as the girl left. His attention was quickly 
taken to someone else as they walked in. "Oh god," he muttered, gaining Vanitas's attention. 


Vanitas didn't bother moving away as the redhead came to the counter, or to even stand up straight. Axel spared him a 
glance before turning to Zexion. "Since when do you work here?" he asked, his tone a mixof teasing and actual curiosity. 


"Since today," Zexion answered, slightly avoiding looking at the redhead. 


"Oh," Vanitas said with faked realization, standing back up now. "Is this the guy you're always talking about?" he asked, 
though already being well aware who Axel was, had no clue what he really looked like. 


"You make it sound like | have a crush on him," Zexion muttered, picking up a pen that was sitting beside the register. 
"Oh, then | must be thinking of the other tall dreamy redhead with emerald eyes | hear so much about." 


"Those words have never left my mouth, not about him or anyone else," he said, giving his friend a small glare as to 
warn him to stop soon. "And you know for fact I'd never describe someone in that way." 


Vanitas gave a shrug. "You never know." 

Axel raised an eyebrow atthe two of them. "Is this your friend?" he asked, gesturing with his thumb to Vanitas. 
"Unfortunately," Zexion answered, not taking his eyes off his friend. 

"Aw, you say that like it's a bad thing," he said, leaning back against the counter. 


"Huh, so you were actually serious when you said you had a friend," the redhead teased, remembering back to their 
conversation in detention. 


Before Zexion was able to reply, Vanitas spoke up again. "Oh right, it's that new blond you always talk about," he said as 
if speaking without meaning to, but Zexion knew he was actually still trying to tease him. 


"Stop talking," he said in a tone that meant it was the last warning he'd give his friend, and the other knew it well enough 
to listen. Zexion turned his attention back to the redhead, asking, "Your order?" in a bored tone. Axel gave him his order 
as he pulled his wallet from his back pocket. "Two drinks?" Zexion questioned quietly, looking back up at the other. 


"Yes, and no theyre not both mine," Axel answered, handing over the money. "One's for Demyx." 


"Well aren't you two well acquainted already," Zexion muttered, handing back the other's receipt and change. 


"Aw, look who's jealous," Vanitas spoke back up, having nothing else to do than listen in and look for the right time to 
jump back into conversation. 


"| thought! told you to shut up." 


"You said 'stop talking,’ which | did," his friend replied, hanging his head down before bringing it back up with a smirk, 
"you just didn't specify for how long." His best friend narrowing his eyes at him was he onlyresponse he got. "Fine. I'll be 
quiet," he said before resting on the counter with his forearms. 


"Your friend's just as weird as you," Axel said as he turned to leave and wait for his drinks. Vanitas — straightening back 
up so quickly it slightly surprised Zexion — called out an offended ‘hey at the redhead's back at the statement, but it 
seemed Axel either didn't hear it or decided to ignore them. 


"| don'tlike him. And | see why you don't either," Vanitas muttered. 
"Actually, I'd say you two aren't that much different," Zexion replied. 


"Oh really," the other mused. "If Xion was still here | have a feeling she'd be questioning how you're surviving with the two 
of us. Oh, and speaking of Xion," he said, reaching into his pocket to pull out a single cigarette. "| managed to keep one. 
We can share it on your break if you like." 


"We promised we wouldn't smoke," Zexion pointed out. "If Xion found out — which she probably will — she'll get upset and 
| really don't want that." 


"Come on, it's the first day, | doubt she actually expects us to not go the first few days without sneaking in atleast one 
cigarette. Plus, | can tell you're upset. | know you want it." 


"Alright fine," Zexion finally agreed. Ifhe kept refusing, Vanitas would eventually get his way, and he just didn't want to 
deal with the rest of the argument. "My break's in another hour." 


"Great," Vanitas smirked, slipping the cigarette back in his pocket. 


Axel sat at an empty table, waiting for his order to be ready and replying to a text from Demyx. He looked up when his 
name was called, glancing back to the counter. His eyes momentarily caught sight of Zexion and his friend again, buthe 
looked back, seeing that what the other boy was now holding was a cigarette. He seemed to be offering it to Zexion and 
Axel quickly wondered if his classmate smoked. The boy definitely didn't seem like one to, butit'd make sense if that's 
how he spent his time skipping class. Except he never once noticed the smell of smoke on him, but then again he 
usually was too busy with other things to notice. 


Deciding to ignore it, the redhead got up to grab the drinks, walking out of the coffee shop without another glance at the 
two. It wasn't his place to know whether or not the other smoked. 


He paused once outside, putting Demyx's address into his phone's GPS. He knew it wasn't far, having come to this shop 
in particular because he noticed that it was close. The blond lived in the fancier part of town — in a nice, small, gated off 
community. There weren't many houses in that part of town, since there weren't that many people able to afford them. 
The majority of the town was apartment buildings and small houses to loan or rent. 


There were some nice homes in between though, one of which Axel lived in. Those houses were the ones closest to the 
small gated community, so Axel himself didn't live too far from Demyx and the coffee shop. Next were the apartment 
buildings along with the orphanage. Then there were the more run down parts of town with the majority of bars and clubs 
in town and that was about it. 


Axel was glad he didn't have to live anywhere less than where he was now. 


Taking a bus and a short walk brought him to Demyx's house. He knocked and waited shortly before the door was 
opened and he was greeted byhis newest friend. 


"Hey there," Demyx said with a smile, opening the door to let the other in. "Glad you're here. Come in." 
"Thanks. Oh, and here," Axel said, stepping inside and handing the blond his drink. 
"Oh thanks." The blond took it and gingerly sipped on the straw. 


"So you said you needed help with something?" Axel asked as he walked a bit further in. 


"Yeah, |need some help with the assignment from English," Demyx answered. 


"Hm, not my best subject, but | can try," the redhead replied. "You know," he started, following the other up to his 
bedroom. "Since you're still new, you're probably behind a little. You can ask to be assigned a tutor if you want." 


"Maybe," Demyx muttered, thinking it over on whether or not he wanted to have a tutor. "Can you request someone 
specific for a tutor?" 


"Don't know. Why?" 
"No reason," he said quickly before going to his desk and grabbing his backpack. 


"Really, ‘cause it sounded like you had someone in mind," Axel pried. "And it couldn't be me since you know I'm not that 
good in English, but then you still don't know that many people at school. So who could it be?" 


"It's no one. | was just asking," Demyx said, trying to avoid the rest of the conversation. 
"| think | have an idea." 

"No you don't." 

"It's Zexion, isn't it?" 


Demyx paused before replying. He actually didn't think Axel would guess. "Itisn't," he said, quickly turning his attention 
back to his bag. 


"Itso is," Axel replied with amusement, now that he knew he was right. "It makes sense." 
"How so?" the blond asked. "| mean, if it was true thatis." 


Axel rolled his eyes before saying, "I've seen you watch him and noticed you try to talk to him a few times before. Seems 
like you're interested in him." 


"Interested how?" Demyx asked slowly. 


"Justinterested," Axel answered with a shrug. "Oh, by the way, the coffee shop | got our drinks is the best in town. You 
should check it out sometime, I'll send you the address." Maybe then youl eventually talk to the guy, he thought to 
himself. 


"Okay, | will," the blond said, finally pulling out the assignment he needed help with. 


Featured powers: none 


The story was lacking some Axel, and this felt like a good time to bring him back in. And wow, | don't think I've updated 
much over the summer. Darn writer's block. But I'm back and I'm ready to keep writing. 


| wasn't able to get any new powers in this chapter, but oh well. | think I'll Keep Axel's power until a later and more specific 
chapter. Keep both you and the characters wondering. But I've finally decided on Roxas and Sora's powers - | did not 
have them planned before starting this story, oops - so that's something. 


Alittle foreshadowing in this chapter. | wonder if anyone can spot it and predict what it means... It's nothing too important, 
but still. 


Reviews? 


